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'Tou should have sent,for me as soon as they came,
Yegor," she said. "And I see you have missed your medi-
cine twice. Shame on you! Follow me, comrade. They're
coming to take Yegor to the hospital any minute/'
"So you really intend to put me in the hospital?"
"Yes, I shall stay there with you."
"You too? Good Lord!"
"None of your nonsense!"
As she talked, the woman pulled the blanket up over
Yegor's chest, carefully studied Nikolai, and held up the
bottles to see how much medicine was left. She spoke in
an even, modulated voice, and moved gracefully. Her face
was pale and her dark brows nearly met at the bridge
of her nose. The mother did not like her face. She found
it too haughty. The woman's eyes never smiled or spar-
kled, and she spoke in a tone of command.
"We'll leave you now," she went on, "but I'll be back
soon. Give Yegor a tablespoonful of this medicine. And
don't let him talk."
She went out, taking Nikolai with her.
"A splendid woman/' said Yegor with a sigh. "A sim-
ply marvellous woman. I must fix you up with her, mother,
she gets so worn out...."
"You mustn't talk. Take this medicine instead," said
the mother gently.
He took the medicine and closed one eye.
"I'll die anyway, even if I keep my mouth shut," he
f said.
He watched the mother with his other eye, while his
lips slowly parted in a smile. The mother bent her head,
and a sharp pang of pity brought tears to her eyes.
"That's all right—it's only natural,"   he   said.   "The
pleasure of living   entails the necessity of dying,"
The mother placed her hand on his brow.
"Can't you possibly keep still?" she said softly.
He closed his eyes as though listening to the rattle in
his chest.
"There's no sense in keeping still, mother," he went on

